NATHANIEL FIELD and JAMES SHIRLEY

From Amends for Ladies, 1618

Rise, lady mistress, rise!

The night hath tedious been;
No sleep hath fallen into my eyes

Nor slumbers made me sin.
Is not she a saint then, say,
Thought of whom keeps sin away?

Rise, madam, rise and give me light,
Whom darkness still will cover

And ignorance, darker than night,
Till thou smile on thy lover.

All want day till thy beauty rise 5

For the grey morn breaks from thine eyes.

N. FIELD

From The School of Compliment, 1631
Woodmen, shepherds, come away,
This is Pan's great holiday;
Throw off cares,
With your heaven-aspiring airs
Help us to sing,
While valleys with your echoes ring.
Nymphs that dwell within these groves,
Leave your arbours, bring your loves,
Gather posies,
Crown your golden hair with roses;
As you pass
Foot like fairies on the grass.
Joy crown our bowers; Philomel
Leave of Tereus' rape to tell.
Let trees dance
As they at Thracian lyre did once.
Mountains play.
This is shepherds* holiday.
J. SHIRLEY